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1 he sun was shining this morning. The junks in the creek
outside our hotel hoisted their great tattered dragon-wing
sails. Kiukiang seemed charming again, and curiously
Dutch, We caught the train with plenty of time to spare:
it left shortly after eight.

The Kiukiang-Nanchang railway has none of the drama
of the Lung-Hai, There were no air-raid alarms, no long
halts. The carriage roofs are painted with large spots, like
a nursery rocking-horse. The countryside is as green as
Devonshire, with flowering hedges, and little hills and
lanes. We noticed that the faces on the station platforms
were less typically Chinese (according to western ideas)
than in the other provinces we have visited. The eyes are
larger and rounder. The noses are straight, even, some-
times, hooked or beaky.

The Burlington Hotel at Nanchang is more up to date
even than the Sian Guest-House, and considerably
cheaper. The food is good, too. As befits the birthplace of
the New Life Movement, the hotel prohibits gambling,
prostitutes, shouting, musical instruments, and opium on
its premises. There is a beautifully bound copy of the
Bible in Chinese on the writing-table in my bedroom.
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